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C/J-fo# There is a tiling within my bo/bruc tells me 
That no conditions ofour peace can ftand, 

Haftingy Feare you not, that if we can make our peace,: 
Vpon fuch large termes,and fb abfolute, 

A sour conditions fhall confift vpoir. 

Our peace fhall ftand asfirmc as rookie mount, 

Moub. Y ea but our valuation fhal be fuch, 

That euery flight, and falfo deriued caufe, 

Y ea euery idle, nice,and wanton reafon. 

Shall to the King tafte of this a&ion. 

That were our royal faiths martires in loue, 

We fhall be winow’d with fb rough a wind, 

T hat eucn our corne fhal feetnc as lightas chaffe. 

And good from bad find no partition* 

Biflu No, no, my lord, note this, die Kingis weary 
Of daintie and fuch pickinggreeuances, 

F or he hath found, to end one doubt by death, 

Reuiues two greater in the heires of life:. 

And therefore will h e wipe his tables cleanre, 

And keepe no tel. talc to his memorie. 

That may repeate.and hiftory his Ioffe, 

To new remembrancerfor full welheknowes* 

He cannotfoprecifelv weed this land,. 

As his mifdoubts prefentoccafibnj 
His foes are fb enrooted with his friends, 

That plucking to vnfix an enemy. 

He doth vnfaften fb,and lhake afriend. 

So that this land, like an ofFenfiue wife. 

That hath enragde himon to offer ftrokcv 
As he is ftriking, holdes Iris-infant vp, 

And hangs icfoluUcorreftton in thearme. 

That was vpreard to execution. 

Haft. B elides, thcKing hath wafted al hisrodSj 
O n late offendors, that he now dothlacke 
The very inftruments ofchafticement, 

So that his power, like to a phangleffe lien, 
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May offer, but not hold, 

Bijbop Tis very true, 

And therefore be aflurdc,mygood Lord Marfhall 
If we do now make our attonement well, 

Our pe^vyil like a broken limbe vnited. 

Grow ftrongcr for the breaking; * 

CMm. be it fo, here is returnd my lord of Weftmci'land. 
Enter Weflmerland, 

Weft. The prince is here at hand, pleafethyourLordfhip 
T o meet his grace iuft diftance tween, e our armies. 

Enter Bnnce hknandhit armie. 


r Bifl>op. Before, and greete his grace(my lord) we come. 

/ ohn Y ou are well incountred hcre,my caufon Mowbray 
Good day to you, gentle Lord Archbifliop, 

Andfoto you Lord Haftings.andtoall. 

My Lord of Yorke,it better fhewed with you, 

When that yourflocke aflemblcd by the bell, 

Encircled you, to heare with reuereiice, 

Y our expofition on the holy text, 

That now to fee you here.an yron man talking. 

Cheering a rowt of rebells with your drumme, 

Turning the word to Avoi d, and life to death; 

That man that fits within a monarches heart. 

And ripens in the fun- thine of his fauor, 

Would he abufe the countenance of the King: 

Alackewhat mifeheefes might he fet abroad. 

In fhadow of fuch greatnefte? with you Lord bifliop 
it is euen fo,who hath not heard it fpoken, 

How deepc you were within the bookes of God, 

1 0 vs the fpeakcr in his parliament. 

To vs th ’imagine voice of God himfelfo, 
i he very opener and intelligencer, 
betweene the grace, the fancies ofheauen. 

And our dull vvorkmgs’O who Oral beleeue, 

Kut vou mifufe the retierence of your place, 
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